AFTER   EVEREST
satisfy their taste for the macabre. We don't mind them
looking on at some things, as long as the window is shut
—and twenty or thirty noses will be glued to the glass,
with occasionally a scrap for a good place, and a rush
as the school bell goes and a few of the better stances
become vacant. Some operations, and especially those
done on women, we do not allow an audience to see.
Once, I had a suspicion that someone was looking through
the keyhole of the door whilst I was doing an operation
on a lady of the district. I filled an ear-syringe with
water and a little iodine, and squirted it through the
keyhole. There was a roar of applause outside. When
the operation was over, I went out, and found that my
victim had been an extremely pious and respectable padre,
one of the chief assistants of the local bishop. No wonder"
the crowd had chortled ! Scribes and Pharisees are ever
with us.
On another similar occasion, I perceived a face at the
window whilst I was dealing with some female cases.
Quietly going out of the room, I went outside and gave
the unsuspecting sightseer—who was still looking intently
through the window—a tremendous slap on the back. He
was furious and at once sent for the village lawyer to
discuss my prosecution for assault. " All right/' I said,
" get on with the case. Of course you realize that I shall
have to give an account of your behaviour in my defence.""
That was the last I ever heard of this incident. Served
him right; I hope the lawyer charged him a fee.
At the end of a day's work at Nedungolam, one of
the lads of the village comes along to tell me that a boat
is ready if I would like a bathe. The hospital is situated
near a " kayal" or inland lake, of which there are many
in Travancore, some of them in communication with the
sea. So down we go, joined first by one and then by
another, until we have picked up a very large boat-load,
and then some, as the Americans say. The boat, a good
seaworthy one built rather after the English style, is
188

